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This book is for Ruth 
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Out on a walk 
catching an image 


dusting it off 
wriling it down 
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YOLOY 


the native Patwin word for 
“a place abounding with rushes" 
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A cottontail, a muskrat, 
three Norway rats 


a young, skunk, a pheasant, 
three California quail 


a large gray squirrel, nine mice, 
and a carp 


sixteen pounds 


in the nest 
of a great horned owl 


— 
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Soaring 


sailing 


wheeling 


hanging 


swooping 


Swainson's hawk 


one hundred miles of blue hills 
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Redbud bark woven baskets, 
bread baked from acorn flour 


thatched tule houses, 
winter rains and floods 


hunting and picking berries, 
singing and telling stories at night 


bright mindful people, 
nobody poor 


old oaks sigh, 
routs under roads 


a beautiful Patwin village 
now First Street and A 


Escaneado con CamScanner 


Hot brown blue, white heat haze 
mind in steps of the feet 


dry creek bed, cracked clay trail 
egret wading in the mud 


well for water, oak for shade 
moonflower opening her petals at night 


wind in the deodar, smoke in the hills 
a narrow shadow in an old straw hat 


drifting, dreaming, passing 


by 


Pedrick Road 
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Before the human people came the land around Putah Crog, 
was a pine forest. The pines were digger, Jeffrey, and ponderosa, Ja 
and Squirrel ate the nuts of the digger pine. Crow and Magpic likeg 
the smell of the Jeffrey. When the south wind blew, the bark smelled 
like pineapple. When the wind came from the north, it smelled like 
vanilla. Ponderosa pine was good to everybody. 

Then the hard woods decided to live here. Oak, Sycamore, 
and Walnut liked the feel of the clay soil between their roots, the 
and wet, mild winters. They came like a cloud of 


hot summers ; i 
s were killed and toppled over. The rest 


locusts and most of the pine 


ran to the mountains. . 
Old One was outraged at the hardwoods, and he still takes their 


leaves away each winter to stunt their growth. He also introduced 
Mistletoe to Walnut for being cruel to the pine seedlings. Crow, who 
was getting habituated to the smell of the Jeffrey pine thinks Old One 
let the hardwoods off too casily. That's why he caws so much in the 
morning. 

The pine trees are still running. To us of course they appear 
to be standing still, but the snowy peaks and canyons can sce they are 
passing swiftly. The pines won't stop until they cross the Sierra and 
arrive in the Great Basin. There, pale green on an airy plain, 
Sagebrush waits with her arms open. 
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Cottonwoods quiver in the late afternoon breezes, 
Dragonflies perch on the tall reeds. 

A Marsh Hawk is weaving through willows 
Hunting for mice. Across the levee 

In the orchard the apricots are ripe. 

Dust blows off the tomato fields. 

Linnets feed on the elderberries. 

Three foxes chase a hare through the corn. 


Levee Road 
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I leave the creck trail for a road to town. 


Venus blooms in the southwest. 
Shades of orange color the hills. 

In the vineyard by the airport 

A kildeer cries and cries. 

I think about cutting wood tomorrow. 


My stomach growls for millet and yams. 


Gemini rises. Capella burns. 
Andromeda rides the Winged Horse 
Over my head. 
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A big pile of dirt - a 

Lies on the gravel driveway. . | 

The shovel digs in and soon.’ 
‘Twenty wheelbarrows of topsoil 

Are spread among flowers and shrubs. 


Ranunculus, agapanthus, bougainvillea 


| fumble their names. - . ° 

I rake the gravel around 

So the last bit of dirt 

Sifts to the ground, 

And clean and put away the tools 
And go back and look again. 

The great heap has disappeared. 
Left no: trace. . 


A Ne PT ALT AEST 
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1 walked out from 
under the overpass 


on the way 
up Old Davis Road 


the afternoon was 
warm and gray 


I heard the roar 
of cars, 


and passed under 
a light pole 


a single cawing crow 
perched on top 


there were small white stains 
on the pavement, 


I knew | shouldn't but 
I looked up anyway 


and paid the piper 


it was a perfect shot 
between the eyes 


10 


Escaneado con CamScanner 


Almond blossoms fall in the orchard. 


Purple flowers cluster on the lupine. 
High above, a cormorant flies alone. 
I sit by Putah reading, 

And go back twenty years. 

I feel the cold spray 

Of the breakers crashing 

The night we were together 

In La Jolla Cove. 
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Sirius rises in the South, 

Venus sinks In the East. 

A skunk walks across Fourth Street. 
An acorn falls in the dirt. 

I start to rake leaves 

In the street light. 

It’s still warm enough to work 
Without a shirt. 

A good Autumn needs no prompting. 


Nor do the juncos: 
That fly down from the North. 
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| Near the south fork of Putah Creek there are two valley oaks 
who have loved each other for more than three hundred years, 

At night they often walk together, sometimes as far north as the 
redwood forests in Humboldt County, or cast to the bristlecone pine 
groves in the White Mountains. Walking with each other is how 
oak trees share their love. Not long ago some human people built 
the Levee Road over the roots of one of the valley oaks, and now it 
can no longer walk. In the evenin 


g if you listen closely, you can hear 
the two oaks crying for each other in the breezes that blow up from 
Suisun Bay. 
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Low tide mud flat smell 
seaweed drying, on the rocks, 
crows flap in the fir trees 

mist burns on the bay, 

shore crabs crawl in the tide pool 
racers swim in the pond, 

my mother in a summer dress 
stoops in her garden, 

1954 
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South Puget Sound 
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"Nationalism is an infantile disease. 
It is the measles of mankind.” 


-Albert Einstein 


Quarantine flags 
hang from houses 
red, white, 

and blue 


Operation Desert Storm 
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When there is stillness 
there is awareness 


when there is awareness 
things are done naturally 


when things are done naturally 
there is competence 


and when there is competence 
there is joy 


there is no luck 
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The girl I love, she's awful cute 
she works real hard and she sews, 
She keeps her place all clean and nice 
I've been there once or twice 
I know I'd like to have her 
I'd treat her kind I hope, 
But she don't want a mule deer 
she wants an antelope 


_— a ee 
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He was ina garden trimming gaillardias 

When | saw him, There were rings in his ears 
And his nose, and dreadlocks spread to the bottom 
Of his back. I've worked for him for years. 


“Man, I'm sorry I've been so late paying you 
but Andrea's pregnant again and we've been 
having to pay the midwife. I've been tattooing 
nights lately so I think we'll be all right. 

Go ahead and cut some of those Shasta daisies. 


"Yeah, we're really trying to have a girl 

this time. She's been sick in the morning, | 
but she never was with Rane and Oliver so 
maybe that's a sign it's a girl. Even if itis | 
a boy we'll still call him Iris Isabella." (laugh) 


As we talked a day lily was blooming close by. 
Tall and slender, nodding in a little breeze, | 
Pointed it out to him. It was a "Pink Prelude,’ 
Hearing every word we said. 


Iris Isabella, 7 lbs., 11 02., was born 
to Joe Eddy and Andrea Simons on 
December 28, 1993. She was a girl. 


18 


Escaneado con CamScanner 


“It watched Elaine and | raise our children, 
now it watches us getting old.” 


Then he laughed ° 

and thanked me for raking 
his yard of all the leaves 
of a four hundred year old 
valley oak 
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Baby ruth 
butterfinger 
big hunk 


milky way 
snickers 
& mars 


m &m 
mountain bar 
milk dud 


powerhouse 
payday 
é& mounds 
tootsie roll 
raisinettes 
hershey 
crackerjack 
krackel 
& crunch 
‘musketeers 
rocky road 
reese’s 
peter paul almond 
joy 


one afternoon looking at 
candy at the Newsbeat 
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Long ago, when the trees, rocks, and anim 

cople here, three giant muskrats lived on the b 
Lake. They could pull out the tallest oaks like b 
could change the direction of Cache Creek with 
animals, even Grizzly Bear and Cougar, were 
muskrats because the muskrats ate them. Wh 
footsteps echo in the Berrye 
were caught and devoured. 


The animals that were left gathered in the sweathouse to talk 
over what they could do. After they were silent a while, Mole stood 
up in the back and said that Raven might help. Then he tunneled 
north to Puget Sound where he found Raven teaching some 
Indians how to make fire. Raven was wise and powerful. When 
Eagle made the rivers he followed Raven's advice that they always 
flow one way instead of two, and that eddies should be at the bends 
of rivers to slow down the salmon so the human people could 
catch them. Raven told Mole that giant muskrats ect sick at the 
smell of a skunk's scent. "Find skunk," Raven said, "Skunk will 
help you." Mole tunneled back to his people and told them about 
Skunk. Then he found him on Jepson Prairie curle 
Gopher in a burrow. 

When the giant muskrats came back all the animals hid 
except for Skunk. He stamped his feet and fluffed his tail, and just 
as he was about to be trampled, turned his back on the giant 
muskrats and sprayed. They gagged and staggered off in different 
directions, Raven saw the muskrats and turned them into 
mountains. "If you ever move again,” he warned, "Skunk will 
spray you." Then he sent Skunk and his family to live on them. 
The mountains still remain where Raven changed the giant 
muskrats. Today we know them as Diablo, Tamalpais, and St. 
Helena. Raven gave skunk two white stripes for his courage. The 


striped skunks that we sometimes smell and see at night are his 
children. 


als were still the 
ottom of Clear 
unchgrass, They 
their breath. The 
afraid of the giant 
en they heard their 


ssa Hills they fled in terror, but many 


d up with | 


21 


| 
Escaneado con CamScanner 


Autumn in the Sawtooths . 
we lic awake in a grove of pines 
ing stars. 
eee Jet planes with blinking lights 
fly under the Swan 
leaving trails of sound. 
Back home persimmons turn 
and work changes, 
raking mostly and cleaning gutters 
but sometimes splitting logs 
and pruning trees, 
or dusting books at Bogey’s. 
Cold wind blows down 
from Horse Creek Pass 
stirring the aspens. 
Today we climbed Matterhorn Peak 
and saw Conness, Dunderberg, 
Lyell and Ritter, : 
a hundred mountains clear in the chil 
Sky pilot has gone to seed but 
clumps of yellow columbine 
still bloom in cracks of streamside rocks. 
In the morning we'll find a hot Springs 
cook a stew and take it easy. 
Then cross the passes west 
and descend a valley 
full of cars and people 
and brown air. 
This year was good for climbing, 
good for meadows and wildflowers 
and mosquitoes too. 
Through lowland winter rains and mud 
these memories of peaks and lakes 
will stay with us, 
and when the sun leaves Cancer 
we'll load the car with packs and boots 
"and drive back up the hill 
with a little more mountain savy 
to climb and climb, 
and climb again. 


ly air. 


y 
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Wood 
chop 
read 
creck 
dusk 
rice 
read 


one 


leaves 
rake 
nap 
ridge 


Star 


squash 


sleep 


round 
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dust 
sweep 
walk 
hawk 
dark 
tea 
dream 


day 
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Fingernails 
clipped short 


calluses that won't 
go away 


hands in the dirt, 
in the leaves 


the lowest work 
thoughtfully done 


will sooner or later 
replant you 


and send down your roots 
to find home 


in the ordinary, 


for scrub jay and oak 
are your world now 


and deep in your place 
you will grow 
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1 would like to thank Ruth Elizabeth Ballard, my partner, 
who typed and helped arrange the final manuscript of these poems; 
Jim Sylva for typing the Original drafts and giving me some 
excellent birding pointers; Warren Roberts, who taught me the 
flora of the Putah Creek and Cache Creek watersheds; John 
Skarstad for providing a permanent home for my poetry in the 
Department of Special Collections, Shields Library; Paul Grant 
and Susan Donahue for the loan of their Macintosh; Mark 
Nemmers, who took me on climbing trips to the Sierra and gave 
me work in his bookstore when it was too wet to work outdoors; 
and DeAnne Barre and Dr. Susan McKillop, who offered sound 
advice and encouragement along the way. 

Proceeds for the sale of Yoloy will be donated to the Putah 
Creek Council. | thank them, too, for their fine work. 
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